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HAND    IN    ClOVE   WITH    WHAT'S    NEW  Impish  exponents  of  tke 
soapsuds-n-sparkle  sckool.  The  fettle  cotton  §loves  that  are  seen  in  all  the 

s 

best  places  this  spring.  Popping  \ip  with  French  knots. ..hand-whipped 
^pplicjues... tucking  tricks.   1  hey'rc  short,  ^vrist-clipped  —  or  ^o  to  all  lengths  to 
hit  a  wardrobe  news  nash.  And  in  a  whole  ne'w  bale  of  wonderful  colors. 
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•   NEW  ENGLAND— GIRLS   • 


Unaccredited    junior    college.     AH    fields    of    study. 
Also  French  courses.    Catalog: 

Pleasantville,  Mass. 


RADFORD 

Junior  College 

Situated   in   lovely   New   England   close  to   a   manu- 
facturing town.    Attractive  residence — joyous  school 
life.    Sports.    For  intimate  glimpses  write  for  folder. 
Havhill,  Mass. 


•   NEW  YORK— COED  • 


GROW    HALL 

Girls  and  boys  6  mus.  to  60  years.  Year  round 
program  in  the  atmosphere  of  a  home.  General 
courses    offered.     Riding    and    all   sports. 

Mrs.  VanVleet,   Dir.,   Bronx,   N.  Y. 

•   NEW  ENGLAND  — BOYS   • 


HlLLlj 
SCHOOL 


Hilly  has  been  training  boys 
to  make  wise  choices  in  life 
for  97  yrs.  Disreputable 
alumni.  E.xcellent  campus.  All 
sports. 

Catalog:  The  Hilly  School — 
Pottsdam,  Pennsylvania 


•   SOUTHERN— G/RLS   • 


BORED  BELMONT 

Junior  college-preparatory  school  for  ladies  of  leis- 
ure. Modern  dormitories,  gymnasium,  swimming 
pool,  stable  of  superb  horses.  Every  girl  a  member 
of  a  social  club.  Early  enrollment  advised.  Send 
for  folder.    Address : 

N.  0.   Brains,  Memphis,  Tenn. 


•   SOUTHWESTERN— G/RLS   • 


CASA  DE  LOCOS 

PREPARATORY     SCHOOL 

"Run  of  the  mill"  courses.  Dry  arrid  climate.  Out- 
door life  and  sports:  riding  and  roping.  Registered 
nurse  on  hand.    Write  for  catalog: 

"Calamity  Jane,"  Bar  Ranch,  Ariz. 


FAIRMDJVT 


BASEMENTS 


Private  baths,  students  in  kindergarten  from  31  states.  Limited  curriculum: 
liberal  and  fine  arts,  secretarial  school,  home  economics,  medical  assistants, 
dramatics,    journalism,    design,    advertising.     Large    naval    base   near   by. 

Write  for  catalog:   Box  Y,  Rosebluff  Manor,  N.  Y. 


•   MIDDLEWESTERN-GIRLS   • 


CRANWOOD .  KINGSBROOK 

Unusual  opportunities  in  swimming,  golf,  tennis, 
ridins^,  canoeing,  archery,  etc.  Also  liberal  arts 
course   ofi'ered.     Catalog : 

Box  372,   PawPaw,  Mich. 


FAIRLY  HELL 


Junior  college. 
A_cademic  curricu- 
lum, also  happy 
student  life.  Modern  equipment ;  located,  on  shore 
of  icy  Lake  Michigan  (long  underwear  necessary 
for  winter  quarter).  Near  Chicago  night  spots.  For 
catalog   write: 

Madame  Dufarge,  Box  13,  Chicago,  III. 


•   MIDDLEWESTERN  —  BOYS   • 

CRA3iBROOKE 

FOR    BOYS 

Preparatory  school  for  wayward  sons  and  brothers. 
Modern  buildings.  Mental  and  physical  training. 
Strong  faculty.    Catalog: 

I.  M.  Atlas,   Lone   Prairie,   Mich. 

.   FfNE  AND  APPLIED  ART  • 

COBE=TOBURN  SCHOOL 

/or  your  caret'/' 
Design,     model,     or     train     for     executive     position. 
Thrills,   excitement,   good  pay  guaranteed. 
Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 


•   MODELING  • 


CLttractive  (^irls 

trained  to  model  in  dress  salons  and  showrooms, 
artists  and  photographers.  Fascinating  work,  thrill- 
ing surroundings.    Write; 

Studio   of  Modeling,   5th   Ave.,   New  York 


*     *      GcUUe/iUie  G^uLU     *     * 


Podunk,  Mo. 
Maywood,  Iowa 
Bearsheod,  III. 


Outstanding  training 
for  the  career  girl- 
how  to  be  the  perfect 
secretary. 


•   PHOTOGRAPHY  • 


CHICAGO  PHOTO  SCHOOL 

At   S.    Halsted    Street 
Modern,   practical   training.     "Brownie"    only    neces- 
sary   equipment.    Train    now    for    pleasure    or    ca- 


•   SECRET>4RML  SCHOOLS   • 

The  South  American 
Institute 

Elementary  and  advanced  courses  in  the  language, 
music,  dancing,  and  love-making  of  our  South 
American  neighbors.  Excellent  preparations  for  dip- 
lomatic   service.     Distingushed   graduates. 

For   catalog: 

THE   SOUTH    AMERICAN    INSTITUTE 
Madame    LaZonga,   c/o    Red    Striped    Cabana 
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Please   send  catalog  to: 


Name 


Address 


City 


State 


GO  r  N.LT.  !!!!!! 

Cheer    at    football    games    and    Schramm's.     College 
courses  offered — catalog: 

Snyder  Bliss,   Evanston,   III. 


•   DRAMAIXC  SCHOOLS  • 

THE  PLAYHOUSE 

Stage  •  Screen  •  Radio 

Be  an  academy  award  winner  in  six  days  with 
inexpensive  lessons.  Start  training  now  and  take 
Hollywood  and  Broadway  by  storm.  We  have  in- 
structed such  famous  stars  as  June  Faye,  Anne 
•uyer,  Lil  LaPlant,  Thelma  Swanson,  Clark  Gable, 
and  a  host  of  others.    Write:   THE   PLAYHOUSE, 

Hollywood  and   Vine,   Hollywood,   Calif. 
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V^ry  knowing  little  suits/these  —  contrived  so 

wonJeriul  lines.  Trustjcnem  to   oe  comfortaou 

manage,  too,  an  unmistakable  metropolitan  ai 

aetails  as  pockets  planted  close  to  terse  snoulders,  or  startle  colors  etfectively  allied. 

Yes,  knits  are  back  again  —  and  back  to  stay  tbe  livelong  day! 


1.    Knitted    four-button    claeeic    suit.     Wool- 
cotton-rayon.  Green  or  luggage.  12-20.  35.00 


2.  Knitted  wool  compose  suit.  American  beauty 
or    citrus    jacket,    black    skirt.     10-18.     35.00 


3.  Knitted  cardigan  suit  in  misses'  and  women's  sizes.  W>ol-cotton-rayon.  12-42.  35.00 
CaHual  Clothes  Shop  *  fourth  floor 


%* 


.,  .lot"" 


(Above)    Faced   witk   silk  jersey   stripes   is   Pi   Pki   Pat 
Neal's  bolero  of  wool  Shetland.   In  navy  witb  red  and 
wbite    or    navy   and    wbite    stripes.    Sizes    10-16.    14.95 
Matching  wool  skirt.  Sizes  10-16.  8.95 
Striped  silk  jersey  blouse.  4.50 

(Left)  Tri  Dclt  Mayonne  Stueber  wears  a  box  jacket  witb 
mandarin   motif  in  its   upstanding   notched  collar  and 
black  braid  binding.  In  red  or  kelly.   Sizes  10-16.   17.95     , 
Contrasting  black  wool  skirt.  Sizes  10-16.  9.95 
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FREE   PARKING 

0  Opposite  I\orsliore  Theatre 

*  Convenient'  to  buses 
and  "L" 

CALIFORNIA 
BRICK  KITCHEN 

415  HOWARD  STREET 


It  Can  Be  Yon 

Not  Spri 

ng 

That  Turns  a 

Young  Mini's 

Fancy 

• 

Virginia 

JLee 

525 

MAIN 

lie  CLARK 

Cre. 

8770 

Uni. 

3333 

SHOPPING 

BAZAAR 


•  If  the  laundry  situation  has  you  worried,  turn  your  steps  toward  the  bedroom 
accessory  aisle  at  Carson  Pirie  Scott  and  Company.  The  buyers  really  love  bed- 
rooms and  have  gathered  painstakingly,  charming  items  to  make  your  boudoir 
completely  practical  as  well  as  completely  lovely.  And  they  have  discovered  a 
trick  to  disguise  your  clothes  hamper  and  make  it  a  part  of  your  room's  enchant- 
ment. A  slender,  metal  container  has  been  enameled  slate  blue  and  then  wide  ruf- 
fles of  lace  have  been  tied  with  matching  ribbon  around  the  hamper.  This  costs 
$22. .50  which  is  nothing  at  all.  if  you  will  cast  your  mind  back  to  the  last  time  you 
hunted  for  a  disguised  clothes  container. 

•  At  last  we  have  uncovered  a  pair  of  rhinestone  clips  that  are  simple  but  not  unim- 
portant: graceful,  symmetrical  leaves,  they  reflect  the  light  at  every  angle.  You  can 
I>uv  these  at  Carson's  for  about  S35. 

•  Since  letters  abroad  have  become  a  matter  of  manners  and  morale,  we  were  de- 
lighted to  find  some  heavy  Crane  stationery,  single  sheets  and  roomv  envelopes. 
But  the  hvacinth  color  and  the  inch  wide  white  band  along  four  borders,  make  the 
])ox  trulv  distinctive.    $.5. .50.    Stationaire's,  State  and  Madison. 

•  Carson's  does  it  again  with  one  of  those  extra  pieces  of  furniture  to  give  or  to 
keep  in  your  clever  collegiate  room.  This  time  it's  a  bright  blue  straight  chair  with 
a  sturdy  cane  seat.  With  the  most  captivating  Scandinavian  designs  hand  painted 
along  the  sides  and  back  in  colorful  enamel.  The  price — for  gaity  and  all — is  only 
$10. 


Meet  yotir  friends 

for 

a  tasty  sandtvich 

malted,   or 

a  sundae 

at 

^ke  (I5ig  sljippei^ 

across  from  Willard 

Photo  Copies 

Birth  certificates — service  and  school 
records. 

Tliesis  Illustrations 

Charts — illustrated      pages,      tables, 
maps,  etc. 

Application  Pliotos 

Job  and  service.    Photos  for  wallets. 

Evanston  Photographic  Service 

1854  Sherman  Avenue 
Evanston,   Illinois 


THEATER  TICKETS 

ALL  CHICAGO  THEATERS 
OPERA   &  CONCERTS 

RUSSELL   TICKET   SERVICE 

LOBBY    NORTH    SHORE    HOTEL 
UNI.    4190 


We'll  Give  You 

the  Kind  of 

HAIRCUT 

YOU  WANT 


CLASSIC 

Earber    Shop 

OPPOSITE   VARSITY  THEATRE 


KAPPELMAN 

Navy  Stationery  on  Good   Bond  Paper 

POSTERS,    PROGRAMS.    TICKETS,    ETC. 

Rear  1620  Sherman  Ave. 

PRINTING 
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SHOPPING 

BAZAAR 


•  Tall  girls  will  rejoice  with  us  in  the  discovery  of  their  smart  and  beloved  low 
heels  in  sizes  9  to  11  in  the  Carson  Shoe  Salon,  third  floor.  Walking  shoes,  clean- 
lined  and  sleek  are  conclusive  evidence  of  Carson's  belief  that  the  long  foot  is  a 
most  aristocratic  asset.   $19.95 

•  The  most  endearing  children's  toys  are  the  eternally  happy  Raggedy  Ann  and 
Raggedy  Andy.  Their  smiles  never  wear  off  and  their  little  painted  hearts  forever 
say,  in  firm  lettering,  I  LOVE  YOU.  For  your  favorite  niece's  next  birthday,  a 
pair.    About  $14. 

•  Stay  awake  all  night  if  you  must.  But  Instant  All  Coffee  will  help  keep  you  alert. 
Simply  run  piping  hot  water  from  the  faucet  into  a  cup  and  add  a  teaspoon  of  the 
powder.   Only  other  directions  are  to  keep  the  lid  tightly  closed.   That's  all.    $2.98. 

•  Your  college  career  is  on  a  wartime  budget,  and  coeds  are  deferring  personal 
wishes  for  war  bonds.  But  for  your  room  at  home,  and  later  for  a  really  perfect 
trousseau  addition,  a  pale  blue  glass  frame  for  mirror  and  picture.  Delicately 
sketched  forget-me-nots  and  roses  make  the  pair  truly  feminine.  Matching  powder 
and  perfume  containers  can  be  added  later.  Second  floor,  Carson  Pirie  Scott  and 
Company.    About  $30. 

•  Wesley  Simpson  is  a  young  fashion  expert  with  a  bizarre  and  wonderful  flair  for 
material  design.  Gorgeous  materials  of  custom  fabrics  have  stunning,  surrealistic 
patterns  in  enchanting  colors.  Experts  at  Carson's  will  cut  and  fit  a  length  of  goods 
for  you  and  with  little  effort  on  your  part,  you  will  have  a  smart  new  spring  dress. 


Jacques  Bacher 

Portraiture    extraordinaire 


C^nlou  oDancina 


AT 


THE  DEL  SHORE 

Mccormick  and  dempster 


Your  C.  O.  will  give  you 
the  neatness  award. 

THE  TRIM 
Barber  Shop 


1613  SHERMAN 


CRE.  9009 
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S 

T 

I 
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T 

I 
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WITH  CAMPUS 
MAKE-UP 


Naturally,  you  like  to  be 
different.  Come  in  and  try 
one  of  our  six  shades  of 
Campus  Make-Up.  A  new 
kind  of  base  for  a  smooth, 
alluring  complexion. 

7i4e  Ga-Op. 

1726  Orrington 


J   hotoafapnA 

OfWIc 


fen 


After  it  is  over, 

your  photograph   in   uniform 

uiill  be  priceless, 

EUGENE  L  RAY 

NORTHWESTERN'S 
OFFICIAL  PHOTOGRAPHER 

1606  Chicago  Ave.         Uni.  2238 
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BUY  MORE  BONDS 


SHOPPING 

BAZAAR 


•  Antoine  de  Saint-Exupery  has  recently  written  a  whimsical  story.  The  Little 
Prince,  with  charming  w atercolor  illustrations.  The  book,  dedicated  to  Leon  Werth, 
is  for  adults  who  have  almost  forgotten  how  to  be  very  happy.  Like  a  children's 
fairy  tale,  the  story  moves  along  simply,  we  almost  forget  the  philosophy  is  for  us. 
Book  Store,  State  and  Madison. 

•  Sometimes  compacts  get  too  encrusted  with  jewels  and  design.  It  was  refreshing 
then  for  us  to  find  a  smart  round  thin  compact  of  hand  engraved  sterling.  The 
tooled  edges  give  it  an  air  of  craftsmanship.    Antoine  de  Paris,  $17.50. 

•  A  brown  feather  bedded  in  brown  maribou  on  a  new  bumper,  the  new  small  hat 
for  spring.  Of  soft  hatters'  felt,  the  tiny  hat  bids  for  a  high  honor  count  in  your 
March  wardrobe.   About  $7,  Carson  Pirie  Scott,  Chicago. 

•  Norwood  Ceramics  in  California  not  only  have  designed  the  fragile  pins  and 
earrings  for  a  tailored  suit,  but  now  offer  a  new  line  of  ceramics.  Pale  field  lilies 
lie  gracefully  on  cream  cigarette  containers,  and  matching  buds  curve  over  the 
rounded  edges  of  ashtrays.  Many  wild  flowers  have  been  incorporated  in  these 
new  designs  for  your  sun  porch  or  music  room.  The  pastel  shades  are  delightfully 
new.   Jewelry,  $2  and  $4. 

•  Completely  delighted  were  we  with  an  aquamarine  sunhack  dress  for  warm  days 
on  the  l>each  or  the  Willard  sundeck.  For  trips  to  the  sand  or  through  the  quad- 
rangles there  is  a  matching  jacket  to  make  you  respectable  as  well  as  very  attractive. 
By  Addie  Masters  at  $17  and  $6.    Carson  Pirie  Scott,  Chicago. 


4r  English 
^    Uadroon 

"^      STERLING  STYLED  BY  GORHAM 


Tatman's  in  Evanston  is  the  ex- 
clusive North  Shore  representative 
for  this  and  other  Gorham  Pat- 
terns. 


TAXMAN 


707  Church  Street 


Evanston 


J 


nca 


.  .  .  nylon,  a  cloth  of  distinction  expertly  woven, 
used    for    original    creations    by    America's    out- 


standing designers. 


10 


inlct'/ii'^f^ 


THE  SHOUT  DINNER  DRESS  ^^  ^^   ^^  ^^ 

.anted  crepe  .UU  UacU  lace     S..e^ 
Mo.eUaWLeeFor.a.A.pWPK. 
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COVER KODACHROME    BY    LOUISE    DAHL-WOLFE 

On  the  cover,  a  suit  of  sky-blue  wool,  brief  jacket  with  slit  pockets  for 
doings  in  the  town.  About  $30.  Tailored  by  Handmacher,  Detroit;  Jordan 
Marsh,  Boston;  Seidenbach's,  Tulsa;  Jewels:  Black,  Starr  and  Gorham. 
Knize's  scarf:   Chanel's   Ruby   lipstick.     Chairs:    Frederick   P.   Victoria. 
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)UNE  CUNNINGHAM 


VIRGINIA  STRUCK 


JUSTINE    MILLER 


KAMMA  CHRISTOPHER 


THE        EDITOR 


GUEST        BOOK 


•  Because  many  of  her  fashion  notes  are  about  charminply  and  fantastically 
dressed  people  about  town,  and  because  she  herself  is  fantastic  and  about  town, 
JUSTINE  MILLER  is  often  accused  of  writing  straight  autobiography.  She  does. 
She  has  foresworn  the  usual  life  of  young  girls  of  the  Delta  Delta  Delta  house  to 
be  a  writer  and  journalist.  Miss  Miller  is  strongly  opposed  to  an  atomic  view  of 
the  universe.  •  KAMMA  CHRISTOPHER — Dwight,  III. — born,  Dwight  of  Keeley 
cure  fame,  has  lived  in  Evanston,  California,  Evanston,  California,  and  Evanston, 
interspersed  with  occasional  regressions  to  Dwight.  Miss  Christopher,  our  fash- 
ion editor,  is  probably  best  known  for  her  book  which  is  entitled  "What  Good 
Grooming  Can  Do  for  Anyone."  We  feel  that  possibly  Miss  Christopher  should 
curtail  some  of  her  more  strenuous  activities  in  view  of  her  recent  fatigue 
breakdown.  •  JUNE  CUNNINGHAM,  recently  repatriated  to  Evanston  after  hav- 
ing whiled  away  the  summer  in  old  Mexico,  has  some  trenchant  brush-and-ink 
comments  to  make  on  any  number  of  things.  In  that  land  of  siestas  and  "el 
toro"  where  the  technicolor  movie  and  heaven  knows  who  else,  is  made,  Miss 
Cunningham  collected  a  great  deal  of  material  which  she  says  is  indispensable  to 
her  new  book,  "Was  the  Sex  Life  of  the  Incas  Normal  as  Judged  by  Modern 
Standards."  •  VIRGINIA  STRUCK,  author  of  "Good-by,  Help.  Good-by,"  knows 
whereof  she  writes  inasmuch  as  not  one  of  the  seventeen  motels  which  she  has 
turned  over  to  Latvian  refugee  children  has  anyone  to  care  for  it.  The  meal  sit- 
uation isn't  as  bad  as  might  be  expected,  Miss  Struck,  a  cordon  bleu,  cooking 
In  seven  languages,  not  including  Latvian.  Miss  Struck  has  solved  the  problem 
of  keeping  the  little  tykes  busy,  having  inaugurated  a  co-operative  all-day 
nursery  school  in  a  near-by  quarry,  thus  she's  free  to  pursue  her  own  adult  tal- 
ents and   work. 


4^"' 
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MARCH  HAIR 


•  When  "the  yonge  soone 

Hath  in  the  Ram  his  halfe  corns  y-ronne, 

And  smale  fowles  niaken  melodye," 

And  an  on-shore  Ijreeze  lashes  the  breakers  against  the  ice  flows 

and  churns  the  tree  tops  in  a  vast  maelstrom  of  dance  and  spring  song, 

then's  not  the  time  for  books  and  cramming. 

•  There's  a  call  for  youth  in  the  air,  a  call  for  youth 

with  long  wind-blown  hair  and  a  lanky  dog  with  running  legs 
and  a  nose  that  points  into  the  wind  and  leads  you  there. 

•  So  off  to  the  breakers  and  the  hard-packed  sand 
and  run  into  the  wind  with  your  long  brown  hair 
and  a  dog  with  greyhound  blood  in  his  veins, 

and  a  wind  from  the  southwest  with  squills  and  daffodils  on  its  breath 
and  a  seagull  will  swoop  from  the  cloudless  blue 
and  cavort  with  youth  on  the  shore. 


•  A  call  for  youth  ...  the  bangs,  the  smooth  band,  the 
softly  tapered  hair  are  indications  of  the  clean  coifTed 
American  coed.  And  equally  representative  of  their 
youthfulness  are  the  faultlessly  tailored  coats  for  casual 
campus  wear.  Boxy,  broad  shouldered,  the  wearoftens 
are  designed  with  room  for  action  and  ready  for  activities. 


"IF" 
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•   For  the  goddess  with  the  long 

brown  arms  .  .  .  the  smashing 

serve   and   the   strenuous   butterfly 
breast  stroke  .  .  .  for  the  American  Aphrodite  whose 
curves  conceal  muscles  and  whose  every  movement 
is   restrained,  vibrant  energy. 


^J«ars^cr^'• 


•  Above:  Faultless,  flattering,  practical, 

this  stark  white  tennis  dress  trimmed 
with  navy  blue.   Jinx  Falkenburg  of  court  and 
photographic  fame,  proves  that  her 
taste  in  sports  apparel  is  as  excellent 
as  her  forehand  drive. 


Right:  A  dainty  sheath  for  a  shapely 

torso  .  .  .  gratefully  and  gracefully 
gathered  in  appropriate  places.    For  assurance, 

a  narrow  strap  anchored  under  each  arm. 
About  $23. 
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Life  somehow  seemed  so  much  the  same, 
now  it  would  be  different  .... 


OBLIVION   IN   GOLD    LAME 


Oil  [jPatte  diargarth 


•  Mrs.  Sandleigh  stood  before  the  mirrored  wall.  Absently 
she  traced  a  design  on  the  surface  with  an  idle  finger.  As 
usual,  there  was  no  dust  on  the  wail.  She  turned  away  and 
walked  slowly  across  the  room,  her  hand  trailing  lightly 
over  the  book  shelves  and  the  delicate  sofa.  Always  it  was 
like  this — the  same  room,  the  same  Louis  Quinze  furniture, 
the  same  view.  Life  somehow  seemed  so  much  the  same. 
Abruptly  she  sat  down  on  the  writing  desk  and  stared  at 
the  stationery.  The  crest  on  the  gray  paper  seemed  to  swim 
before  her  eyes  so  she  pushed  it  to  one  side,  revealing  the 
large,  silver-cornered  blotter  with  its  faint,  almost  indeci- 
pherable record  of  words  long  since  forgotten.  On  top  of 
the  desk  were  several  family  portraits.  Stupid,  complacent 
people,  she  thought,  all  of  them  cast  in  the  same  mold  of 
stuffy  conventionality. 

Her  eyes  traveled  across  the  room  to  the  brocaded  sofa. 
There  she  had  sat  that  afternoon  pouring  tea  for  her  friends 
who  had  dropped  in.  They  had  seemed  futile  and  uninter- 
esting, so  much  more  so  than  usual.  Every  Thursday  the 
same  people  flocked  to  her  At  Home  to  babble  inanely  about 
nothing  so  that  they  could  take  more  time  from  eternity. 

The  wind  blew  sadly  around  the  house  as  though  mourn- 
ing for  life.  It  shook  the  shutters,  rattled  the  windows,  and 
disappeared  in  a  soft  moan.  Springing  from  the  desk,  she 
tore  feverishly  at  the  heavy  curtains  over  the  French  door 
as  though  trying  to  get  at  the  wind.  But  it  was  no  use.  Its 
prophetical  voice  had  vanished,  leaving  only  a  heavy  still- 
ness which  settled  down  upon  the  room  as  black  velvet.  She 
could  feel  it  around  her  throat,  its  heavy  pile  slowly  forcing 
the  life  from  her  body. 

She  stood  there  for  a  moment,  breathing  heavily,  her 
single  strand  of  pearls  rising  and  falling  rapidly  over  her 
bloused-to-the-neck  dinner  dress.  Then,  slowly,  she  walked 
over  to  a  table,  her  gown  trailing  over  the  floor,  and  slowly 
took  a  cigarette  from  the  gold  box.  She  leaned  against  the 
mantel  as  she  lit  her  cigarette,  watching  the  smoke  moving 
upward  from  between  her  jeweled  fingers. 

There  was  a  certain  feeling  about  the  house — a  feeling  of 
a  terrible  unity.  The  same  feeling  had  come  to  her  a  few 
days  ago  when,  on  her  return  to  Washington,  she  had  been 
unable  to  secure  a  reservation.  The  only  alternative  was  a 
coach,  which  she  had  ridden  in  for  several  long  hours.  Look- 
ing at  the  solid  faces  of  the  passengers,  she  had  felt  alien. 


alone.  Only  one  person,  the  man  across  the  aisle  from  her, 
had  seemed  alive.  He  had  stared  at  her,  his  small,  beady 
eyes  holding  hers  until  everything  around  her  blurred  into 
black.  The  coach  had  seemed  a  car  of  destiny,  carrying  the 
passengers  into  oblivion,  while  she  was  doomed  to  sit  there 
for  eternity,  transfixed  by  his  unwinking,  small  black  eyes. 
They  had  gone  faster,  faster,  faster — 

With  a  gesture  of  impatience,  she  threw  the  cigarette  into 
the  fire,  and  the  room  came  back  into  focus.  Her  mind  was 
now  a  blank  as  though  an  unseen  hand  had  erased  all  her 
thoughts.  She  had  to  think.  But  what  was  there  to  think 
about?  Think  about  the  country,  about  New  York,  about 
dinner  tomorrow  night.  But  think.  Anything  to  get  away 
from  that  horrifying  sense  of  oblivion. 

The  telephone  rang  stridently,  its  noise  cutting  sharply 
through  the  silence.  She  watched  it  fascinatedly  for  several 
minutes,  listening  to  it  ring  again  and  again.  Then,  reluc- 
tantly, she  picked  up  the  receiver.  An  invitation  to  the 
theater.  No.  No,  I  really  couldn't  possibly.  No.  She  dropped 
the  receiver  heavily.  Why  had  she  been  so  abrupt?  Why 
had  there  been  that  fear  of  not  wanting  to  talk  or  go  any- 
where? She  whirled  around  from  the  telephone  suddenly, 
her  back  to  the  wall,  and  faced  the  accusing  furniture.  There 
they  were,  the  foreboding  tables  and  chairs,  all  stiffly  watch- 
ing her.   I  must  get  the  room  redone,  she  thought. 

She  sank  down  on  the  sofa,  feeling  its  hard  arms  and  soft 
back  as  something  real  and  tangible.  Crossing  her  legs,  she 
arranged  her  lame  skirt  wide  around  her,  noting  how  it 
sparkled  against  the  dull  brocade.  Her  head  seemed  to  go 
back,  back,  further  and  further  into  the  cushions,  down, 
(Continued  on  Page  37 J 


•  The  coat  with  a  casual  air,  a  thoughtless  swank. 

Slit  pockets,  raglan  sleeves  and  all  wool  Melton 

cloth  from  belt  to  buckle.  Collar  with  bright 

green  lining.  For  travel  or  a  turn  about  the  quads. 

About  $40.   Carson  Pirie  Scott,  Chicago. 
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CUNNINGHAM 


.  .  .  ROLAIVD  E.  WOLSELEY,  Literary  editor,  Quill  and  Scroll,  technical 
advisor,  Students  Publishing  Company,  author  of  article  on  Latin  American 
music,  published  in  the  Etude.  Former  managing  editor  of  Pennsylvania  News, 
Chicago,  he  lives  quietly  with  his  wife  in  Evanston  and  endeavors  to  make  his 
Reporting  classes  interesting  for  the  students.  He  sits  on  the  copy  table  and 
dangles  his  feet. 
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.  .  .  WES  ADAMS,  brilliant  Sigma  Chi 
and  Jim  Green's  straight-man,  turns  his 
back  on  the  frivolities  of  a  collegiate  exist- 
ence and  leaves  Evanston  in  dead  earnest 
to  join  the  forces  of  the  hard  hitting  U.  S. 
Navy.  He  is  an  Ensign  and  after  his  exten- 
sive preparations  on  these  shores,  leaves  to 
conquer  new  horizons  in  the  name  of 
Adams  and  the  Star  Spangled  Banner. 


.  .  .  MRS.  JOHIV  patriotically  helps  her  husband  feed  thousands  of 
Northwestern's  women.  John  recently  had  his  teeth  extracted,  declined 
to  pose.  Nevertheless,  the  two  of  them  provide  pomegranates,  dough- 
nuts and  olives  for  busy,  wartime  coeds.  This  is  a  posed  shot.  Usually 
she  remains  dorment,  being  a  proponent  of  non-interventionism. 


.  .  .  ALLYIV  BAUM,  former  Parrot  pho- 
tographer now  flies  with  the  Army  Air 
Forces  as  a  member  of  the  Public  Relations 
Offices.  Takes  shots  of  formations  of  B- 
17's,  B-25's  and  Birds. 


.  .  .  ELEANOR  SUE  LA  BOIVTE 
SOLLIS,  has  thrown  away  her  dramatic 
college  career  for  the  unpredictable  life  of 
a  Marine  Lieutenant's  bride.  After  three 
years  of  literary  successes  and  emotional 
conflict,  Eleanor  Sue  has  chosen  Edwin 
Bryant — and  pink  flannel  for  her  trousseau. 
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.  .  .  ELEANOR  ERICSON,  presideil^t  of 
the  Speech  Senate,  member  of  Zeta  Phi 
Eta,  directs  theatre  group  on  Chicago 
campus.  Appears  before  women's  clubs 
and  outstanding  for  her  work  in  "Ladies  in 
Retirement".  Recently  directed  first  experi- 
mental workshop  production,  "Six  Char- 
acters in  Search  of  an  Author".  Wears  her 
hair  on  top  of  her  head,  henna  bangs  add- 
ing to  her  vivaciousness. 


.    .   .   ROSANNE   SMITH   ROBINSOI^ 

is  again  right  up  front  where  the  news  : 
being  made,  as  contributor  to  the  Nei 
Yorker's  "Talk  of  the  Town".  Her  caree 
began  with  her  resignation  from  the  Dail 
Editorial  Board,  progressed  through  a  Cal 
fornia  vacation  and  moved  with  impercept 
ble  stops  into  national  journalism.  Homi 
when  she  is  there,  is  no  longer  the  Village 
but  uptown,  since  she  has  married  Leonat 
Wallace  Robinson,  executive  editor  « 
Parade.  i 


CASil  CALES 


«  Something  useful  and  beautifyii 
Exercises  that  you  can  do  right  ur 
because  these  exercises  are  designei 
little  things  like  a  twitching  eyeball 

1.  Nothing  shouts  so  plainly  that  y 
dissipated  looking  little  pouch  of  fl( 
Exercise  number  one  is  a  quick  K.O 
rest  your  right  elbow  casually  on  th 
the  fingers  out-stretched  and  close  t 
tucked  under  for  support,  and  usinj 
Don't  slap.  NEVER  slap,  (see  Fig 
in  this  exercise  the  rhythm  is  very 
pat  pat  pat,  but  a  pat  PAT  pat  pat,  ] 
four  times  vary  this  with  a  sturdy  P 

2.  Here  is  an  exercise  for  those  laz 
When  eyelids  begin  to  droop,  extern 
forefinger  catch  a  small  portion  of  i 
surface  of  your  chair,  that  is,  as  m 
the  piece  of  flesh  between  the  thuml 
or  you  may  get  cancer.  Repeat  this 
thumb  and  second  finger,  and  pull  t 
your  temples  with  the  index  finger, 
work,  go  home  and  sleep. 

3.  For  the  underdeveloped  poitrim 
length,  bringing  hands  together  toui 
Then  exert  the  muscle  fibers  to  brin 
possible,  with  a  one,  two,  three  rest, 
enough,  your  professor  will  think  y 
abortive  stretch.  But  don't  get  too  e 
*  For  the  overdeveloped  poitrine,  h 

4.  If  you  find  your  fesse  is  a  trifles 
toes  about  three  inches  out  of  your  i 
spank  down  on  your  fesse  rapidly  tl 
if  your  professor  is  looking  at  yoi 
again.  It  is  suggested  that  you  take 
doing  this  exercise. 

5.  Now  let's  deal  with  those  ugly  [ 
after  a  hard  night,  making  you  look 
even  at  your  age.  Again  in  a  sitting 
sit  erect  when  performing  these  exei 
reach  eye  level.  With  palms  outw; 
side,  massage,  don't  rub,  the  skin  ui 
eye,  and  from  left  to  right  on  the  rig 
count,  and  then  reverse  the  directioi 
with  the  lids  closed,  otherwise  there 
the  eyes  to  cross. 

6.  If  there  is  a  repulsive  bulge  son 
region  and  your  pelvic  girdle,  clencl 
vigorously  at  your  appetit.  (see  Fig] 
Continue  thumping  until  violent 
and  repeat  as  before. 
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•  Beauty  is  a  fleeting  thing  and  your  life's 
pace  is  swift.  There's  the  war  bride  with 
her  necessarily  portable  hearth  and  home 

who  with  the  undaunted  energy  and  faith  of  American  women  follows  her  warrior  husband 

from  camp  to  camp. 


•  And  the  housekeeping  w  ife  whose  love  life  comes  V-mail  wrapped  and  whose  every  day  life  is 
a  whirling  routine  of  chores,  children,  and  war  w^ork. 

•  And  the  single  woman  with  her  essential  job   and  Red  Cross  work  and  the  never-forgotten 
quest  for  the  one  who  will  set  wings  to  her  heart. 

•  And  the  college  girl  with  her  vastly  important  studies  and  activities  and  her  national  duty  to 
the  morale  of  the  American  Army  and  Navy  at  home  and  overseas. 


•  And  beauty  is  a  vital  part  and  expression  of  the  enervating  spirit  behind  these  women,  be- 
hind you  and  before  you  facing  the  world  every  moment  of  the  day.  Make  your  beauty  rou- 
tine an  essential  part  of  your  busy  activities.  Every  minute  of  the  few  you  spare  to  coddling 
your  charms  must  be  used  to  advantage. 


b V    CiJfJfi  inn i Icle 


•  Easy  to  wear,  easy  to  love,  this  soft  blue  two 
piece  suit  in  rayon  twill.  For  afternoons  at  Cooleys 
or  a  quick  trip  into  the  Loop,  this  new  spring 
suit-dress.  About  $15.  Carson  Pirie  Scott,  Chicago. 
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•  Corporal  Bret  Shay  ran  through  the  darkened  alleyway  of 
Constantine's  French  quarter.  Grimy,  naked  arms  reached 
out  at  him  from  the  women's  doorways.  A  coarsened  hoy- 
den caught  hold  of  his  sleeve  and  held  him  there.  Bret  tried 
not  to  look  at  her. 

ous-avez  peur!"  And  the  uglv  painted  woman  laughed 
hoarsely  as  she  offered  him  a  cracked  glass  of  liquor.  Her 
fat  jeweled  fingers  trembled  and  the  brown  drink  spilled 
down  the  olive  imiform. 

Shaking  himself  loose,  Bret  stumbled  away  from  the 
Ouled  Nail's  hold.  He  had  not  meant  to  go  there  but  he  had 
gotten  lost.    It  is  easy  to  get  lost  in  Constantine. 

Built  high  on  a  stony  plateau,  the  city  drops  from  its  peak 
in  irregular  stair-steps  of  mud  rooftops  down  to  the  gorges 
of  the  River  Rummel.  Tlie  yellow  lava-like  waters  encircle 
Constantine  like  a  snake  eating  away  at  the  rock  mountain. 
Whitewashed  squares  of  houses  hang  on  precipice  walls. 
Only  the  Hand  of  Fatima  painted  on  their  blue  doors  keep 
them  from  rolling  into  the  gorges  below. 

Somewhere  in  the  mumble  of  box  houses  and  labyrinth  of 
narrow  streets  were  "the  women" — laughing  hysterically 
and  running  after  Bret  like  a  pack  of  baying  bloodhounds. 

"Coward!    Coward!"  they  yelled  wildly. 

Then  a  bright  flash  of  sunlight  struck  Bret  across  the  eyes 
as  he  came  out  into  the  open.  In  a  minute  of  dizziness  he 
slipped  on  a  loose  cobble. 

"The  river — the  Rummel!  No — "  he  shuddered  and 
grabbed  hold  of  a  jagged  edge  of  precipice.  As  he  hung 
there,  trying  to  pull  himself  up,  he  looked  back — down  be- 
low him.  But  the  river  was  not  there.  There  were  only  roof- 
tops. 
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Bret  started  to  pull  himself  back  up  over  the  cliff.  Then 
he  saw  the  laughing  women  up  there  waiting — waiting  to 
drag  him  into  their  midst  again.  Looking  below,  he  saw 
that  the  roof  was  not  far.  The  girl  had  not  even  noticed  him. 
It  would  be  easier  to  get  away  from  her  than  the  bedlam 
above.    So  he  let  loose  and  dropped. 

Lying  where  he  fell,  Bret  looked  at  the  girl.  She  went  on 
dancing  as  though  nothing  had  happened.  She  was  like  the 
Algerian  Petty  girl  Bret's  pal  Jerry  had  pinned  up  over  his 
bunk.  And  she  was  young — he  was  not  afraid  of  her. 

The  girl's  thin,  almost  transparent  skirts  swayed  around 
her  long  brown  legs.  And  though  Bret  could  hear  no  music, 
he  knew  there  must  be  a  beating  rhythm  inside  the  dancer. 
He  thought  of  Dearborn  Street  in  Chicago,  but  put  it  out  of 
his  mind  as  the  dark  girl  drew  closer.  She  was  different 
somehow. 

Swinging  down  to  him,  she  whispered  the  name  "Urlana. ' 

"Urlana,"  Bret  gasped,  looking  into  her  eyes.  But  he  saw 
nothing  there,  only  the  staring  reflection  of  his  own  eyes. 
Stretching  out  his  arms,  he  tried  to  draw  her  down  to  him, 
but  she  slipped  through  them  and  drifted  away. 

At  this  moment  a  door  opened  onto  the  roof  and  a 
bearded  Arab  appeared,  rough  and  swarthy  in  his  long  wool 
burnous.  He  grabbed  hold  of  the  dancing  girl's  wrists  and 
pushed  her  inside.  Following,  he  closed  the  door  behind 
them. 

For  awhile  Bret  could  not  move.  Then  almost  abruptly 
he  jumped  to  his  feet  and  ran  toward  the  door.  He  stopped 
halfway.  What  would  he  do  if  he  went  inside?  What  could 
he  do?    Nothing. 

Turning  back  toward  the  edge  of  the  roof,  he  let  himself 


down  over  the  side  to  the  street  below.  He  walked  along 
the  mud  buildings  and  entered  the  market  square — and  the 
cafe. 

Bret  had  hardly  swung  through  the  door  before  he  heard 
himself  being  called  over  to  a  table  draped  with  Army  drab. 

"Garcon!  Make  it  five  portos  this  time,"  Jerry  called  to  a 
small  dark  boy.    "Sit  down.  Shay." 

"Hey,  boy!  Make  mine  a  double, "  Bret  said,  pulling  up  a 
chair.  He  said  "hi'  to  the  boys  and  turned  toward  the 
music  coming  from  two  muffled  tamtams  and  a  flute. 

It  all  sounded  cloudy  and  far  away.  Perhaps  that  was  be- 
cause of  the  thick  layers  of  smoke  hanging  about  the  small 
room — American  cigarettes. 

Bret  was  thirsty.  And  when  the  drink  came,  he  quickly 
drained  his  glass  and  asked  for  another.  He  did  not  ask  for 
a  third  and  a  fourth  because  he  was  still  thirsty,  but  because 
he  thought  maybe  he  could  forget  Urlana  better  that  way. 

But  the  more  the  portos — the  more  the  Urlanas.  He  could 
see  her  wriggling  through  the  haze  of  dusky  beards  and  bur- 
nous. He  stood  up  and  called  out  her  name,  but  she  was  no 
longer  there.  Slumping  into  his  chair,  he  looked  into  the 
bowl  of  the  empty  glass.  There  she  was!  Dancing  and  whirl- 
ing— small  like  a  fairy  in  his  glass.  Clasping  it  with  both 
hands  he  cried  out  again  in  a  hoarse  little  cry: 

"Urlana!    L^rlana!'" 

"Come  on.  Shay.  You're  not  with  us,"  Jerry  said,  picking 
him  up.  "Let's  get  out  of  here.  You  need  some  air."  Bret 
said  he  was  OK  and  could  do  his  own  walking.  He  would 
be  all  right  when  he  got  outside. 

A  crowd  had  gathered  near  the  cafe.  Arabs  were  huddling 
(Continued  on  Page  38) 
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as  Americas  man  about  town,  a 
Duke  of  Windsor,  charming,  deb- 
suave. 


•  Before  the  war  he  could  be  seen  often — you  could  tell  him  sometimes  by  his  polo-coat,  soft 
hat,  and  sterling  silver  flask — always  smiling,  entertaining — that  was  at  football  games.  Or  aft- 
erwards in  his  carefully  mussed  tweeds,  with  pipe,  and  an  amused  girl  talking  softly  over  a 
table.  He  could  be  seen  in  his  smart  homburg  and  chesterfield  keeping  the  hallowed  cocktail 
hour  at  a  fashionable  bar.  Or  even  later  in  tails  and  silk  hat  handing  a  bill  to  a  waiter — in 
return,  a  good  table. 

•  Yes,  he  was  around  before — driving  his  blue  car,  a  car  that  matched  his  sweater  and  his  eyes 
— loving,  leaving,  and  annexing  hearts.  He  thrived  because  women  loved  him  and  men  liked 
him.  He  flattered  women,  and  impressed  men.  He  talked  about  Byron  and  Shelly  with  a  whim- 
sical air.  and  of  economics  and  the  stock  market  with  authority. 

•  He  went — women  and  tailors  wailed.  It's  been  two  years  now.  He  flys  a  plane — a  P-38.  He 
was  in  Midway,  Corregidor,  and  the  Marshall  Islands.  He  is  fighting  a  battle  of  sweat  and 
daring. 

•  The  before  is  gone  forever,  now — there  is  only  the  present  and  the  future.  There  will  be  no 
going  back  for  him. 


GROWING        PAINS  -/^-'-^  ^   ^«--««'-  ^   2)./.«./»,.«/  «/  nhMnr,  WoJ.-  Vund..-  5 

"— !"  SHE  SAID,  "YOU  MUSTN'T THAT, "  AS  THEY  WALKED  BY  THE  LAKE.  "YOU'RE  A ,  AND 

MUSTN'T ME,"  SHE  ADDED,  "EVEN  THOUGH  YOU  HAVE  THE  INSTINCTS  OF  A  ' ,    "  BE- 
ING UP  ON  HER  PHILISTINE  LANGUAGE. 

"NOW  THAT  ISN'T  A  FAIR  STATEMENT, "  HE  REPLIED,    'AND  YOUR  ATTITUDE  IS  WRONG.    LOOK  AT  THE 

BEAUTIFUL  LAKE,  THE  STARS,  AND  THE  ROMANTIC  SETTING.   WE  MUST ,"  HE  EXPLAINED  IN 

HIS   SCOTCH    DIALECT,   "TO   THE    HARBOR   WHERE    MY IS  WAITING,  AND  THEN   TO 

.THERE  EVERYTHING  WILL  BE  PERFECT." 

"NO!'  SHE  REPLIED,  "AND  THIS  IS  FINAL.    I  DON'T  KNOW  HOW  TO  SWIM." 

FILL  IN  THE  FIRST  BLANK  WITH  A  ONE-LETTER  WORD.  ADD  A  LETTER,  SCRAMBLE, 
AND  MAKE  THE  SECOND  WORD.  ADD  ONE  MORE  LETTER,  RE-SCRAMBLE  FOR  THE 
THIRD  WORD,  AND  SO  ON     FOR  EXAMPLE:  i,   I'D,  DIE,   IDEA.   IDEAL.    SOLUTION:  PACE  40. 


MID-WEST     MADNESS 


•  For  anywhere  in  the  world  that  lies  between  Chicago  and  Highland  Park,  for  seeing  the  sights  of  Lake  For- 
est, for  that  cold  night  on  a  pier,  for  that  March  day  in  Fisk  Hall — a  perfectly  tailored  three  quarter  reefer 
to  wear  with  vour  old.  or  new.  Willkie  button. 


•  If  you're  planning  to  take  your  spring  quarter  at  S.  M.  U.  or  Tulsa,  even  U.  C.  L.  A.,  there'll  be  times  when  you'll  thank 
your  stars  for  wool.  •  A  suit  with  lapels  for  the  day  you  visit  the  hostile  sorority  chapter  ...  or  a  coUarless  cardigan  in  white, 
with  a  knapsack,  when  you  introduce  yourself  to  the  house  president  as  a  transfer  student. 
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[/J  •  A  small  unassuming  group  of  your  close  friends  drop  in  informally.  •  Anne 
Burr,  interrupting  influence  in  Lovers  and  Friends,  chances  by  just  for  instance 
in  pink  and  black  lace  sequin  speckled.  •  Jayne  Cotter,  Roland  Young's  girl 
Friday  in  Another  Love  Story,  happens  in  to  pass  the  time  of  night  in  purple 
Enka  rayon  crepe  aided  and  baited  by  a  blue  moire  bow  and  embroidered 
streamers.    Tino  Valenti  just  happened.    He  strums  his  guitar. 


4lwiik 


HOYNINGEN-HUENE 


QUIET  EVENING  AT  HOME— soft  lights,  soft  music,  soft  mood  and  you  in 
your  casual  gown  of  the  moment.  •  The  dress:  The  newest  skirts  are  pull-backs, 
swirig-backs,  hike-backs,  flash-backs.  This  one  is  a  throw-back  ...  a  voluptuous 
bustle  and  channel  of  gray  and  silver  brocade  camouflage  a  sleeveless,  pleatless, 
dartless,  shapeless,  square-fronted  sheath  of  gray  crepe. 
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•  For  glamour  at  the  tips  of  your  toes — shoes  forsak- 
ing all  ration  points  .  .  .  fashioned  of  gabardine 
with   soles   of   shiny   plastic,    sisal   or   composition.     For 
hikes  in  the  country  or  dancing  with  your  favorite 
ensign  .  .  .  you  can  be  patriotic  and  definitely 
"on  the  ball"  .  .  .  definitely  .  .  . 
as  Frank  Sinatra  would  say. 


/X 
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•  Seven  styles  from  which  to  choose.  All  come  in  lipstick 

and  Chinese  red.   The  final  six  come  also  in  mauve. 

1.  Cozy  toes  for  football  games  or  snowball 

lights  in  the  quads,  boot  of  jungle  cloth.   About  $15. 

2.  When  he's  not  too  tall,  you'll  be  safe  with  this 

smart  gabardine  open  toe  pump,  medium  heel.   About  .$9. 

3.  High-heeled  gabardine  glamour  for  exciting 

nights,  composition  sole.   About  $9. 

4.  The  right  height  for  walking  and  tailored  clothes 

— open  heel.  About  $14.  5.  Gabardine  open-toe 

oxford  with  open  heel.   About  $10.    6.    Open  toe 

gabardine  pump  with  sex  appeal.   About  $8. 

7.  Circling  your  ankle  and  crossing  your  toes, 

this  ethereal  sandal  of  gabardine  for  the  "special" 

evening.    About  not  very  much. 


35 


SPIKED  WITH  ABSINTHE— Wicked  black  lace  dress  with  a  thick,  bold  ruching  of  absinthe  green  taffeta. 
A  naughty  dancehall  dress  that  reminds  you  of  Charlie  Chaplin.  Remember  The  Gold  Rush?  Designed  for  a 
midwest  mining  town  of  the  90's,  it  has  all  the  risque  deviltry  of  a  can-can  .  .  .  it's  new  now,  and  suited  per- 
fectly for  the  Out  West  of  the  40's.    Patullo  Modes,  about  $155. 
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FELLOW  STUDENTS  IN  THE  SERVICE 

They  are  giving  their  all  to  finish  this  war  quickly.    Let  our  campus  feel  as  though  it's  doing  its  part. 
Skip  a  coke,  buy  a  bond.    Get  in  the  fight  by  Backing  the  Attack! 


LONDON'S  FLOWER  SHOP 

Smart  Corsages 


1712  Sherman 


Uni.  7542,  0632 


JACK  and  JUNE  STUDIO 

Interiors   -   Gifts   -   Furniture 


1814  Central  Street 


Gre.  4848 


CAIRINC  GALLERIES 

Frames  Made  to  Order 

Paintings  -  Etchings  -  Graphic  Art 

Restoring  of  Oil  Paintings 

4935  Broadway  1729  Sherman 

Lon.  1500  Uni.  0770 


MACDONALD'S  PETLAND 

Canaries  -   Tropical  Fish 
Goldfish 

STUDENT  SPECIAL  — Balanced  Aquarium  with  2  pair  of 
Tropical  Fish  $2.95 


1814  Sherman 


Gre.  8832 
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OBLIVION  IX  COLD 
LAME 

(Continued  from  Page  16) 

down,  sinking  into  oblivion.  The  soft- 
ness encompassed  her  gently.  Then, 
slowly,  she  forced  herself  up  out  of  the 
quiet  into  reality  again.  She  sat  there 
thinking.  There  was  an  air  of  inevi- 
tability surrounding  the  room,  an  air  of 
something  to  come.  She  glanced  as  her 
tiny  watch.  Five  minutes  to  eight.  That 
was  it.  That  was  what  everything  had 
been  leading  up  to.  Every  night  at  eight 
o'clock,  Briggs  would  come,  open  the 
door,  and  say,  "Dinner  is  served".  Every 
night  at  eight  o'clock.  There  was  some- 
thing so  inevitable  about  his  dignified 
bearing  and  his  reserved  voice.  "Dinner 
is  served." 

She  lit  a  cigarette  hastily,  symltol  of 
life.  In  five  minutes  it  would  be  burned 
down  and  the  door  would  open ;  every- 
thing would  be  over.  Already  she  could 
feel  the  forces  pushing  in  on  her,  life 
pushing  her  ahead  to  eight  o'clock.  The 
cigarette  was  already  burning  down 
faster.  She  could  see  the  smoke  moving 
upwards,  hurrying,  hurrving  Three  more 
minutes — the  inevitable  would  be  on  the 
threshold  of  her  life. 

Lnerringlv  she  walked  over  to  the 
desk,  pulled  out  the  drawer,  and  gazed 
at  its  contents.  Pushing  past  paper,  ink. 
stamps,  her  hand  found  for  what  it  was 
searching.  Calmlv  she  drew  back  to  wait. 
In  one  more  minute,  it  would  be  eight 
o'clock  and  Briggs  would  come  in. 

She  inhaled  deeply,  watching  the  door 
with  a  possessive  attitude.  She  fancied 
she  could  hear  Briggs'  measured  steps 
coming  down  the  hall,  slowly,  inevitably 
towards  the  closed  door.  The  cigarette 
burned  her  fingers  and  she  dropped  it, 
knowing  that  the  time  was  now. 

The  door-knob  turned  softly.  The 
door  began  to  open  inexorably.  In  the 
aperture  Briggs  appeared,  imperturb- 
able, as  massive  as  fate  itself.  He  took 
a  step  into  the  room  and  stood  there  for 
a  moment,  quietly. 

"Dinner  is  serv — "  He  slumped  to 
the  floor,  the  round  hole  in  his  chest 
turning  his  shirt  front  red. 

Mrs.  Sandleigh  stood  over  him,  a 
smoking  gun  in  her  hand.  Somehow  she 
felt  exultant,  triumphant. 


A    BOX   OF    LIFE 
SAVERS    FOR 

THE  BEST 
WISECRACK! 


What  is  the  best  joke 
that  you  heard  on  the 
campus  this  week?  For 
the  best  line  submitted 
each  month,  there  will 
be  a  free  award  of  an 
attractive  cellophane- 
wrapped  assortment  of 
all  the  Life  Saver  Fla- 
vors. Jokes  will  be 
judged  by  the  editors 
of  this  publication. 


Failure  seemed  the  fate  for  Jean 

That  i.s,  until  the  day 
She  proffered  Prof  a  ^  int-0-Green 

And  walked  off  with  an  "A." 


MORAL:  EvcrylH,.Iv-s  hrralh 
nfftfiKls  now  iiild  then.  lA-t  Life 
Savers  sweeten  and  freshen 
vonr  breath  after  eating,  drink- 
ing, and  smoking. 


"Shucks!  Forgot  my  Sir  Walter  Raleigh!  " 

DON'T  SHOCK  YOUR  NEIGHBORS  by  smoking  a  ftmiing,  foul- 
smelling  pipe.  Instead,  clean  it  out  regularly  and  fill  it  up  with 
mild  'n'  mellow  Sir  Walter  Raleigh.  Yes,  sir,  this  fine  blend  of 
choice  Burleys  smells  sweet  and  smokes  cool  from  the  first  puff 
right  down  to  the  last.  Today,  Uy  "  I  he  qualilv  jjipc  tobacco  cf 
America.'' 


SIR  WALTER 

RALEIGH 

PIPE  TOBACCO 

Smokes  as  sweet  as  it  sviells 


UNION    MADE 
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hoipltatitu    and    fine    food 


RICKETT 

The  Restaurant  for  Student  Parties 
103  E.  CHICAGO  AVE.,  NEAR  MICH 


Corsetiere  Superbe 

.  .    Mme  Schramm 


THE  RED  SLIPPER 

(Continued  jrom   Page  27) 

close  together  shouting  and  holding 
money  bags  in  the  air.  It  was  an  auc- 
tion, a  slave  auction,  and  the  first  the 
boys  had  seen.  Edging  through  the 
mass  toward  the  front  of  the  group,  they 
pulled  Bret  along  with  them. 

Then  he  saw  her — the  dancing  girl — 
standing  up  there  on  the  platform.  One 
of  her  ankles  was  chained  to  the  wrist 
of  the  Arab  he  had  seen  on  the  roof. 
Her  head  was  lowered  so  that  he  could 
see  a  small  blue  star  on  her  forehead. 
He  had  not  noticed  this  before. 

"Urlana!'  Bret  said,  starting  to  climb 
onto  the  platform. 

"Watch  it.  Shay.'"  Jerry  said,  taking 
hold  of  Bret.  "Is  that  the  girl  you  were 
veiling  about  in  there?  God!  She  looks 
like  my  pin-up  girl!" 

"Now,  Shay.  You're  not  going  to 
stand  there  and  let  those  old  shieks  buy 
her.  are  you?  "  said  Don.  "Say,  fellows, 
we  can't  let  him  do  that,  can  we?  We'll 
put  up  the  dough.  Shay,  if  you'll  buy 
her.  Come  on.  guy.  Get  Iti  there  and 
l)itch!"' 

"Ah,  he  don't  want  to  buy  her."  said 
Jerry.  "You  don't  want  to  buy  her,  do 
you.  Shay?" 

(Continued  on  Page  39) 


Have  a  "Coke"  =  Cead  Mile  Failte 


(A  HUNDRED  THOUSAND  WELCOMES) 


. . .  in  Belfast  as  in  Bosto 


n 


Have  a  "Coke",  says  the  American  soldier  to  his  Irish  friends,  and  it's  just  like 
saying  A  hundred  thousand  welcomes.  Around  the  globe  Coca-Cola  stands  for 
the  pause  that  refreshes — has  become  the  high-sign  of  friendly-minded  people. 

BOTTLED     UNDER     AUTHORITY     Of    THE     COCA-COIA     COMPANY    BY 

COCA-COLA     BOTTLING     CO.     OF     CHICAGO,     INC. 

COPYRIGHT  1943.  THE  COCA-COLA  COMPANY  


"Coke"  =  Coca-Cola 

It's  natural  for  popular  names 
to  acquite  friendly  abbrevia- 
tions. That's  why  you  hear 
Coca-Cola  called  "Choice". 


Parrot's    Bazaar,    March    1944 

THE   RED    SLIPPER 

(Continued  from  Page  38) 

"Sure  he  does.  Look  at  those  old  fel- 
lows. Look  at  their  tongues  hangin'  out. 
You  can't  let  them  do  that  to  you.  Shay," 
and  Don  handed  Bret  a  handful  of  coins. 

"Yeah.  Shay.  You  can  have  my  'white 
money',"  Sam  said,  pushing  Bret  toward 
the  auction  stand. 

It  was  a  dare.  Bret  knew  it  was  a 
dare.  But  he  wanted  the  girl  anyway. 
And  after  he  had  been  sitting  in  the 
cafe — drinking  and  seeing  her — and  not 
seeing  her.  and  drinking  some  more,  hel 
knew  he  wanted  her  more  than  ever. 

The  bid  was  about  to  go  to  a  young 
Arab  handsomely  clad  in  a  pale  green 
burnous  embroidered  with  silver.  He 
held  a  heavy  goatskin  money  bag. 

Bret  quickly  slipped  the  gold  watch 
from  his  wrist  and  threw  it  with  the 
silver  coins  onto  the  platform.  Turning 
away  from  the  Arab,  the  auctioneer  bent 
down  and  picked  up  the  watch.  He  put 
it  to  his  ear.  smiled,  rolled  back  his  long 
sleeve  and  placed  it  on  his  wrist.  Bret 
knew  the  girl  was  his. 

Reaching  for  the  money  bag  which 
had  fallen  to  the  ground,  the  Arab 
opened  his  robe  and  put  it  away.  Bret 
saw  a  glint  of  steel — and  a  knife.  With- 
out looking  at  Bret,  the  Arab  wrapped 
his  robe  about  him  and  walked  away. 
(Continued  on  Page  40) 
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OF  BE$T-SELUN6  HUMOR  BOOKS 
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Two  frmous 


tif  fi  «»  t. 


wmBiBiFKioM 

^  _,...  with  a  thousand  dollars    ^^_^^ 


lOVI  »IVH  ?on« 


His  first  laugh  classic 


POLE 

$2.00 
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At  your  bookseUer's 
DOUBLEDAY,  DORAN 


and  the   r     J^'^'^S. 


■at both.  |2 


APPEARANCE 

B 

U 
T 


IS  important   - 


-    -    -    it's  what's  underneath  that  really  counts 

Most  materials  used  in  LUN-BAR  products  is  underneath,  but  their  quality 
is  in  keeping  with  the  appearance  of  the  finished  unit. 


Jou^uL^  -  QoMou,  ltd. 


918   NOYES    ST. 


GRE    4544 


EVANSTON 
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From  A  Pattern 


•  A  classic  and  ever  modish 
angle  on  tailoring  is  that  of 
selecting  your  original  model 
and  writing  your  own  direc- 
tions. Make  it  from  a  pattern 
and  for  verve  and  a  touch  of 
personality  add  the  instruc- 
tions as  you  go  along. 

•  An  example  of  such  styling 
is  this  March  issue  of  the 
Purple  Parrot.   For  an  ex- 
clusive design,  a  pattern 
from  which  to  fashion  the 
creation,  we  were  fortunate 
in  securing  Harper's  Bazaar. 
We  wish  to  thank  Carmel  Snow, 
editor  of  Harper's  Bazaar, 
and  Richard  Berlin,  executive 
vice-president,  Hearst  Maga- 
zines, Inc.,  for  permission 
for  this  tailoring  job  and 
their  cooperation  in  making 
the  Parrot's  Bazaar  possible. 
The  cover  plate  and  photo- 
graphs on  pages  12,  14,  15,  26, 
30,  31,  32,  33,  34,  35  were 
loaned  to  the  Purple  Parrot 
by  Harper's  Bazaar.   We  are 
especially  appreciative  of 
the  work  done  by  Otto  Maurice 
Forkert,  Director  of  Design 
and  Typography,  and  the  Wis- 
consin Cuneo  Press. 

•  We've  enjoyed  "making  it 
from  a  pattern"  and  hope  the 
Parrot's  Bazaar  is  a  credit 
to  the  original  model. 

THE  EDITORS 


"Gosh!  Shay.  We  dichrt  know  you'd 
really  get  her!  What  are  you  going  to 
do  now?"  asked  Don. 

"Keep  her,  of  course.  What  did  you 
think?"  said  Bret.  He  was  not  quite 
sober  yet. 

"But  vou  can't  do  that.  There's  no 
telling  what  the  higher  brass  will  do. 
They  don't  just  put  you  in  the  brig  for 
that!" 

""Ah.  leave  me  be.  I'll  do  something 
with  her.'' 

The  crowd  had  dwindled  away  and  the 
auctioneer  was  trying  to  get  Brett's  at- 
tention. 

"OK.  We'll  go.  But  not  far.  Take 
care  what  you  do.  Shay,  "  said  Jerry, 
starting  off  with  Don  and  Sam. 

Bret  turned  toward  Urlana.  She  mo- 
tioned for  him  to  lead  the  way.  He  did 
not  know  where  to  go.  but  he  had  to  go 
somewhere.  So  he  started  out  down 
market  way.  Urlana  followed  several 
yards  behind.  Bret  was  glad  of  that. 
No  one  would  know  she  was  with  him 
that  way. 

It  was  getting  dark,  and  lanterns  hang- 
ing from  overhead  archways  were  al- 
ready throwing  light  along  the  passage- 
ways. Souks — open  market  bazaars — 
sprawled  all  along  the  sides  of  the  wind- 
ing streets.  Day  or  night,  there  was 
always  a  throng  of  souk-goers,  native 
and  otherwise. 

No.  No  one  would  notice  that  Lhlana 
was  with  him  in  that  crowd.  Bret  looked 
behind  to  be  sure  she  was  still  following 
him.    He  could  not  see  her. 

"Where  in  the — "'  he  said,  under  his 
breath.  Turning  around,  he  pushed  his 
way  back  through  the  be-robed  Arabs. 

L  rlana  was  standing  before  one  of  the 
souks — a  slipper  souk.  When  she  saw 
Bret  coming,  she  looked  down  at  her 
bare  feet  and  then  up  at  the  bright  array 
of  colored  slippers.  There  w^ere  hundreds 
of  them  hanging  there  on  strings.  Soft, 
furry  ones  made  of  skin  and  blue,  yel- 
low and  red  ones  with  pompoms  on  them. 

Urlana  pointed  to  a  tiny  pair  of  red 
ones  with  pompoms.  But  Bret  had  no 
more  money.    He  turned  his  pockets  in- 


side out  to  show  her  he  had  nothing  to 
buy  the  slippers  with. 

"I  buy  she  slipper.  ' 

Bret  turned  and  saw  the  Arab — the 
same  he  had  seen  at  the  auction  sale.  A 
yellow  jonquil  now  fell  from  behind  one 
ear  and  he  carried  a  short,  studded  cane. 
His  voice  was  low  and  cool  as  he  re- 
peated, "/  buy  she  slipper." 

"Ahmed!"  Urlana  said,  raising  her 
e)es  to  the  Arab. 

"You  know  him?"  Bret  asked  Urlana. 
She  lowered  her  head  and  said  nothing. 

"Perhaps  she  know  me,"  Ahmed  said. 
"You  not  buy  she  slipper." 

"Cent  francs,  monsieur,"  said  the 
merchant. 

"Non.    Soixante-cinq  francs.' 

"Cent  francs!"  repeated  the  merchant. 

"Non.  Soixante-cinq,"  said  Ahmed 
and  started  to  walk  away. 

"Venez!  Venez"  the  merchant  called. 
"Quatre-vinzt  francs. 

"Soixante-cinq,  Ahmed  replied  firmly. 

The  merchant  began  to  beat  on  the 
booth  as  though  anything  less  than 
eighty  francs  would  mean  ruination  for 
him.  But  Ahmed  stood  his  ground.  It 
would  be  sixty-five  francs.  He  made  a 
second  move  to  leave. 

"Venez!  Cest  soixante-cinq  francs," 
and  the  merchant  took  the  red  slippers 
from  the  wall  and  handed  them  to 
Ahmed.  Urlana  kneeled  at  the  feet  of 
the  Arab  and  bowed.  Ahmed  raised  her 
head  and  gave  her  the  slippers. 

Urlana  took  the  slippers  and  put  them 
on  her  feet.  When  she  looked  up  again 
for  Ahmed,  he  was  gone.  Turning  sadly 
to  Bret,  she  said  she  would  follow  him. 
The  drinks  of  the  cafe  were  far  behind 
him  now.  Wliat  he  would  do  with  Ur- 
lana he  did  not  know.  Weaving  his  way 
to  a  clearing,  he  turned  again  to  see  if 
she  were  following. 

He  turned  his  head  just  in  time  to  see 
a  knife  glide  past  him  and  stick  in  the 
nmd  wall  a  foot  away.  From  the  blade 
dangled  his  watch.  Through  the  crowd 
beyond  he  thought  he  saw  a  green  form 
and  a  pair  of  red  slippered  feet  hurrying 
away. 


CROWING  PAINS 

(Solution  to  puzzle  on   page  29) 

Answers:    0,  DO,  DOC,  COAD,  DACON,  CADOON,  CONDOLA,  CLOCANOD 
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(Left)  Milcirea  Knight  models  a  two  tone  dress. ..its  sure  and  simple 
lines  designed  for  special  dinner  occasions  or  Saturday  nights  at 
tlie  Empire  Room.  22.95 

(Ri^Kt)  A  full  swirling  skirt  aims  to  stagger  the  sta(^  line  at  j'Vpril 
house  formals.-.tlie  Purple  Promenade.  Worn  hy  Marilyn  J~luj!;ln*s, 
Alpha  Chi  Ome{^a.  25.00 
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evening  ghop 


A  FIRSTHAND  REPORT 
FROM  A  FIRST-CLASS  REPORTER... 


HESTERFIEIO 


On  every  front  i've  covered... with 
our  boys  and  our  allies, jthesterreld 
is  always  a  favor 


(yj^t^  ^k^A 


Chesterfields  are  milder  and  better-tasting  for  the  best 
of  reasons . . .  they're  made  of  the  world's  best  cigarette 
tobaccos  —  but  wfiof's  more  .  .  .  Chesterfield  combines 
these  choice  tobaccos  in  a  can't-be-copied  blend  that 
gives  smokers  what  they  want.  That's  why  your  Chester- 
fields really  Satisfy.  They're  the  favorite  of  millions. 


Copyright  1944,  Liggett  &  Myers  Iobacco  Co. 


